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THE CHARGE. 

Hither, our Envoy ! Take thine errand now. 
Go forth with Love's own myrtle on thy brow ; 
Plead for the bough t-and-sold, the scourged, the dumb, 
Flatter not Wealth ; nor unto Power succumb. 

Seek the young mother. Whisper in her ear 
Tales which might chill the very life to hear; 
And she will listen. Babes are bought and sold — 
Believing this can mother-hearts be cold ? 

Go to the father, when paternal pride 
Numbers the blooming daughters at his side ; 
Tell him of fathers who can have no power 
To stay the spoiler from the 'daughter's bower; 
Whose life, if one indignant feeling rise, 
May be the ineffectual sacrifice. 

Then, call aloud to every class and clan — 
On all who claim the dignity of man; — 
Have they a sister, mother, daughter, wife, 
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Linked by the dearest ties that sweeten life, 
O, say they are a l'bel on the name, 
If callous to the humblest woman's shame ! 

Then go to w^man ; tell her of the woes, 

The goading wrongs, which only woman knows ; 

And if one particle of virtue be 

Within her heart one ray of purity — 

She will not cannot stay the impulse strong, 

To cry aloud against this monstrous wrong ! 

When woman's form is sunk into the brute. 

Shall woman's pen be still — her voice be mute ? ■ 

Oar Envoy haste away, and tell them, ho. 
This direst, deadliest form of human wo 
Might kindle burning hues of deepest shame. 
Had we of virtue aught beside the name ; — 
Migh^call forth tears of blood—and make us feel, 
If woman's heart were flint — her nerves were steel ! 

Saeh hearts seek not, devoted Messenger, 

But those where kindlier chords of feeling stir ; — 

Seek HUMAN hearts— and human hearts alone — 

Not such as Pride and Avarice change to stone ! 

Pmifiueket, R. /. 1840. F. H. W. 
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THE "FJBW WEAK HEADS/' 



BT MOSES A. CARTLAND. 



It is freqaently remarked by those opposed 
to the anti-slavery movement of the ptesent day, 
that *^ it is advocated only by a few weak heads" 
— a handful of crazy fanatics who have not senise 
enough to attend to their own business. Saoh is 
particularly the contemptuous manner in which 
the aristocratic feeling of the community, dis- 
plays its respect for those self-denying friends of 
liberty who are struggling through persecution 
and all manner of " evil report,'' to break the 
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chains of the sighing bondmand an redeenr 
country from its deep and deadly sin. Th 
overgrown self-importance give this as a re 
no doubt, for not joining in the enterprise. T 
would be no honor in mingling with a conr 
of weak heads. The mere idea of such a I 
erhood chills all their benevolent feelings ; i 
chance, they had ever cultivated any. 
have other gods to worship ; and pay their 
tions with the thronging multitude. The 
fascinated with the " trappings of wealth' 
delight in " the uppermost seats in the 
gogue," where they dream of meeting noble 
and towering intellect. It is thus a matt 
great consolation to some men, always 
found on the popular side — in the strong-h 
party. Such is poor human nature — ever 
ing the sycophant and hanging about the 
of the worldly great. Such is human nati 
its cramped and contracted selfishness ; e< 
incapable of measuring true greatness of 
or of appreciating those noble qualities c 
heart which 



-''stamp the true 



Sublimity of man." 
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** A few weak heads/' forsooth ! Limited 
must his knowledge be and obtuse his intellect 
who feels no rebuke as he utters the slander. 
His pigmy soul may never have realized the suc- 
cessive conquests which the friends of negro e- 
mancipation have already achieved in their Jtri- 
umphant warfare with old Oppression. His con- 
tracted vision may never have surveyed the field 
where the mighty have come up to battle as well 
as the weak. We would not speak boastingly ; 
but who are the men, now rallying at Freedom's 
trumpet-call ? Who were they that long ago up- 
lifted the anti-slavery standard and bore it victo- 
riously onward amid the sneers and the persecu- 
tion of English aristocrats ? — who at the peril of 
life, grappled with the bloody monsters that prey- 
ed upon bleeding Africa, and with weapons made 
" mighty through the living God," smote down 
their gory battlements ? We know, indeed, that 
many of them were not '* the praised— the proud" 
of earth ; but like the early Christian disciples, 
they were the humble and self-denying votaries 
of truth and justice and mercy — men who were 
Auccessful, not because they could command 
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wealth, and official station at their bidding, bat 
because they maintained firmly and persevering- 
]y those principles of everlasting Rights whicl 
no human arm could resist. They were success 
All, because truth is ever omnipotent and pro 
gressive. Their achievements were but advanc 
es in the fulfilment of those glorious promises 
which are yet to be more fully realized, when al 
** Ethiopia shall stretch out her hands unto God.' 
They were blessings that descended as a crowi 
of glory upon the labors of the faithful servant 
of the Most High. — 

But to take a mere worldly view of the anti-sla 
very cause, and the men who have been devotee 
to it. Even here the calumniator of virtue an( 
intellect, might find a stern rebuke in the might] 
champions who have defended and sustained it 
Death has hushed those voices that were earl 

« 

eloquent in pleading for the oppressed and tram 
pled negro. Pitt and Fox and Sheridan are n< 
longer among the living — men who united thei 
master minds to suppress the slave trade, anc 
wipe out the blood from England's escutcheon 
These were men who fought the battle of free 
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dom in the days of its early conflict with iron- 
handed oppression; and the world knows too 
how deeply they were implicated in the general 
sin of weakness ! and what shall be said of Wil- 
berforce— the peerless star of that heavenly con- 
stellation? Does his glorious and triumphant 
career bespeak the imbecility so graciously spurn- 
ed by the modern opponents of emancipation ? 
True, in the midst df his labors and sufferings^ 
the late king of England, then in the House of 
Lords, haughtily taunted him as being a ** gray- 
haired fanatic." But the taunt and its author 
will soon pass into forgetfulness ; while the name 
of him at whom it was directed, will live in im- 
perishable glory, enjoying " the triumphs of a 
reputation that will never die." 

And the pioneer-mind that rose like a benign 
orb upon the island darkness — the venerable and 
yet lingering Clarkson-r-who covets the inglori- 
ous fame of traducing such a life of indefatigable 
toil and devotedness by reviling him as a weak- 
minded man ! Does a summoned " World," sit- 
ting reverently at his feet as the honored ''Pa. 
triarch of Liberty," to treasure up the counsel^ 
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of his wisdom and experience, and to catch tin 
inspirations of his faith-^oes such a seen 
prompt to such an amhition ? Bat weak as wer 
Clarkson and Wilberforce and their faithful cc 
adjutors, they were nevertheless aUe to shak 
old England to her very throne and smite awa 
the fetters from the limhs of millions. The 
were able to control her haughty nobility and t 
bow the crest of those who stood ready to prose 
cute their traffic in human blood. They wer 
able to encircle her with a wall of fire, whici 
should forever be to the slave-ship as she passed 
a swift and scathing vengeance. 

Such were the men who labored beyond th 
waters. We bid the proud contemners of on 
holy cause to look upon this array of names — i 
mong the brightest and best in the annals c 
English history. We bid him listen too, to th 
gentler voice of her bards. Where was Cowpei 
pouring his indignant notes upon the tyrant' 
heart, and breathing his solemn rebuke upon th 
English ear? And Byron with pen of fire 
piercing the despot's heart— or hurling the ligh 
ning shafts of his sarcasm upon the foes of libei 
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ty ? And Campbell and Montgomery — yet in 
the field and foremost in the fight — bearing, as 
their own glorious motto, upon their gleaming 
shields, 

" The foe of tyrants and the friend of man." 

— are they, too, to pass upon the proscribed list, 
and be numbered among the ignoramuses of this 
fanatical rge ? But we leave them to their own 
defence; conscious that even American slavery 
is yet doomed to feel the potency of their influ- 
ence. 

Nor have the mantles of the departed fallen 
unheeded with none to receive them. Philan- 
thropy yet rejoices in the labors of her Buxton 
and Thompson and Sturge. And the feeble 
Brougham — the British ** thunderbolt" — where 
does anti*slavery find a more determined friend? 
He it was that uttered the indignant sentiment — 
" so long as men hate rapine and despise blood, 
so long will they reject with horror, the wild and 
guilty fantasy, that man can hold property in 
man." Where, too, is Ireland's " weak -head- 
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cd" champion — and what of him ? Let O'Coi 
nell answer for himself! And let the Hbelle 
too, as he ''jeers that Tartar, beware of h 
disk." Already do the miscreant dealers m h 
man flesh quail beneath his scorpion lashings- 
already do they shrink from his scorching el 
quence, as though its fiery periods were wingi 
with certain destruction. It is indeed, a most 1 
dicrous idea to imagir^e oue of these conceits 
coxcombs, who rail about 'Veak heads'' thrustii 
out his own puny arm to demolish Henry Broug 
am or Daniel O'Connell. A liliputian smitir 
down a collosus ! But, before we become mo 
serious we must say that it were indeed string 
*^ passing strange/' that intelligent men shou 
descend to a companionship with such intellec 
as have been enumerated. Undoubtedly in tl 
view of our august judges who decide on i\ 
strength and capacity of heads, it were *' a coi 
summation most devoutly" to be feared ! 

If it were allowable to speak o(our own coui 
trymen, we need but blush to name them. Th 
Garrisons and Birneys and Stantons and Bu 
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leighs and Whittiers and the Gerrit Smiths — all 
men of inferior intellect — all weak-headed fanat- 
ics ? But the slave-holder long ago, gave as Wil- 
liam Ellery Channiog — and what an intellectual 
pigmy b there too ! The scholar of the age — the 
man who, above all others, gives character to A- 
merican genius ; and whose noble eloquence has 
stamped the literature of our country with its true 
sublimity. Stoops his gigantic mind to our de- 
spised enterprise ? Are his noble energies wres- 
ling fearfully with slavery's legions ? Verily, ver- 
ily. If he does not mingle in the stir and strife of 
the combat, he is emphatically the MelancthoQ 
of our cause. One such mind concentrates a 
moral power within itself sufficient to put to flight 
whole armies of opposition. Let old Oppression 
mark her antagonist here and gather what con- 
sdation she can from tlu: supposed weakness of 
her foe. The heartless slavite of the North may 
affect contempt and utter his slander ; but the 
trembling and anxious slave-holder knew better, 
when in the halls of Congress he deprecated his 
inflaence more than that of any other American. 
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Nor are these all — a thousand hearts "infles- 
ible in faith — invincible in truth" withont fame 
and without honor in the world, or known onlj 
to be despised, are pouring their rich treasnres 
of moral power into the cause which hardened 
skeptics affect to scorn. The firm hand and 
strong heart of woman — more potent than the el- 
oquence of statesmen or the wisdom of cabinets^ 
are there in unalterable zeal. Calmly and si- 
lently, but irresistably, is she at work, purifying, 
strengthening and controlling public sentiment. 
And is that influence to be ridiculed or trifled 
with! Is that voice, although it speaks but in 
soft whispers, to be hushed by the senseless dun- 
orings of the vile and heartless ? Believe it not. 
It will be heard amid the jarring of the troubled 
elements, bidding faltering man sgain and again 
to his duty. Let the wicked make themselves 
merry with their taunts and their jeers. They 
'^ know not what they do,or what they deal with," 
when they attempt to fetter the sympathies or 
limit the power of the female heart. 

We point the scorner again to the worthies 



> 



vha have gone to their et^oal rest. Th^ tgn^b- 
itoue may not indeed, prochim theif g^^aUiess 
»( their gooidness. They are writtea io hoUer 
tUcfc^fi^-ia ^he teaiple of the living n^d bieatk- 
1^ heavt. And wh^n Africa »ha)l be c^eoi^ 
com b^ long night of Paganism^ and ail ber 
bildren sbpnt at the jubilee of freedo^i) theu 
mnes will live anew on the sculptured '' monu- 
lents of a grateful continent." Even when, ob- 
vion has gathered back l^is prey^ «Ad the scoff 
ad the scoffer are forgotten of men, then will 
le names of WoOlman and Benezet and Shipley 
ad Lundy remain in immortal freshness a- 
long a ransomed people — brightening the dark 
nd cheerless Past, like the green islands of their 
wn deserts. 

1 1 would be a mere waste of words to enter 
pon any serious defence of those distinguished 
ivocates of negro emancipation, whose names 
•e conspicuous on every page of its history. 
'heir expansive and untiring philanthropy — their 
lergy of character — their steady and unwaver- 
tg struggle to battle down the mountain sin that 
>se before them, bear a noble testimony to their 
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worth and ability. And though grovelling a 
bition^ or haughty prejudice, or maddened pon 
may asperse their talents or scorn their labo 
time will vindicate their character and com 
crate their memory. Theirs is the gratitude 
an injured and bleeding race — their reward t 
•'well done" of an approving God — and to recei 
the humble blessing of the poor and oppressc 
was to them a higher glory than ^' to sleep 1 
neath the marble of all the Ceesars." 
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Let the tired warrior rest ! 
Death's shadowed valley he hath now passed 

over, 
And the bright prairie-flowers hb grave shall 
cover 

In the far west. 

A veteran chief has died I 
His long career of glorious strife is ended ; 
The well-proved armor that his (brm defended. 

Is laid aside. 

His hewed and battered shield, 
The deep impress of mortal conflict bearing. 
Can tell of deeds of high and noble daring 

Upon that fleld, 

Where long he fought alone. 
No kindred spirits there were battling near him, 
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No voice of sympathy came there to cheer him 
With kindly tone. 

Sad, but despairing not ; — 
With christian courage that could not bedauntet 
The banner of God's truth he firmly planted , 

And by it fought. 

With slavery he strove. 
His war-cry echoed over vale and mountain, 
Breaking the silence that had sealed the fountai 

Of human love. 

He guarded well the faith 
That Ch^ <}reat Muster gave into hid keeping : 
His work is finished ; — he is calmly sleeping 

The sleep of death. 

Peace with the veteran be I 
The prairie*streams around his tomb are flowing 
The prairie-breezes o*er his grave are blowing, 

Cimutleflis and ftee. 
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He deeps beneath a sod, 
I That freedom yet shall consecrate in story ; 
: Though now thy fame, proud Illinois ! is gory 

With Love joy's blood. 

^ Let the tired warrior rest ! 

Death's shadowed valley he hath now passed 

over. 
And the br^ht prairie-flowers his grave shall 
cover 
In the far West. 
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APPEAL OF A SLAVE MOTHER 



TO 



MOTHERS AT THE NORTH. 



Mothers t I appeal to you, because there is a 
undying fountain of lofe and sympathy kindle 
in your bosoms, when, for the first time, yo 
press the new born infant to your Hps and list 1 
its gentle breathings ! I appeal to you, becaui 
there is a cord in your hearts, which always ▼ 
brates at the mention of a mother's love, a motl 
er*8 anxiety, and a mother's tenderness. An 
think you that in the bosom of that mother, wfa 
has a skin ^' not colored like your own," ther 
throbs a heart less tender and susceptible to tfa 
holiest impulses of our nature ? Ah no ! we to 
have human sensibilities, and they are as dee 
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mnd strong in the sable daughters of Africa, as 
in the pallid children under Northern skies. 

With what untiring solicitude, do you watch 
o?er your beloved offspring, during the years of 
helplfsBs infancy ! Are they sick? with sleep* 
less eyes you sit by their couch, and you neither 
faint, nor weary in your efforts to ease the suf- 
ferers' pains. 

As you lay them down at night, and listen to- 
their quiet slumbers, or smile at their innocent 
prattle and joyous laugh ; as you dandle them on 
the knee, forget not us, I entreat of you, to whom 
children, and children's children only multiply . 
sorrow «nd anguish of heart. Our babes are 
erar strangers to all those delicate attentions, 
which it is a mother's delight to bestow. Doom- 
ed ai we are to unrequited toil from morning till 
night their piteous cries must reach our ears un- 
heeded. 

No cradle lulls them while they sleep, but we 
most place them beneath the rays of the burning 
SOQfl while we labor; and if occasionally we stop 
a liuie longer than the wants of nature require, 
to caress our darlings, must writhe under the 

3s 
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cruel lash of the driver's whip. When the du- 
ly task is o?er, and we seek rest, and recirement 
in our poor and humble dwelling, we might en- 
joy some hours of happiness, did not the hitler, 
agonizing thought so often come over os, Thesa 
little ones are not our own ; we must nurse and 
bring them up» only to be torn from our arms^ 
to be carried, we know not whither, and. to be 
treated we know not how. All the endearing 
ties, which link kindred and friends together in 
one happy family, are with us sundered before 
they have had time to strengthen by age and er 
ercise. 

Could you but once hear the heart-rending 
cries, see the falling tears, and wringing hands, 
of parents and children l^rought to the blodL^ to 
be sold at auction, into different and distant 
States, never to behold each other's faces again, 
your hearts, 1 know, would melt with pity, and 
no terms would appear too strong, to condemn a 
system, which sanctions such scenes. 

With what interest do you watch the early de- 
velopement of the mental faculties of your child* 
ren ! and how do your eyes sparkle with joy, and 
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yolir hearts beat with gladness, as from time to 
time, tbej retarn from school, eager to rehearse 
to ytm eiome new acquisition they have made. 
Father comes home, and to him the twice told 
tale is again repeated. No sacrifice is too great, 
and no deprivation too hard to be endured, that 
jou may afford your children the opportunity of 
receiving instruction. But these are privileges ^ 
which we are forbidden to participate, by unjust 
and oppressive laws. Born in ignorance, in ig* 
ilorance our children are compelled to grow ,up 
and die, unless by stealth, or accident, they learn 
the merest rudiments of knowledge. With what 
a holy indignation must a just and righteous God 
look down upon a people, that denies the read* 
ing of his blessed word to two and a half mill- 
ions of accountable beings. Fancy not we are 
happy, because we know no better state. Can 
we not see that the sons and daughters of those 
whom we serve, are in possession of a good de- 
nied to us 7 At a period when your children 
are under the paternal roof, where you can form 
their habits and mould their characters, ours are 
either rent from us, and carried to a distance, or 
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are subject to the tyrannical control ofyoang dmuk 
ters and misses, for whose sins and follies thej 
are often obliged to suffer. Perhaps we night; 
learn submission to our lot, were not our de* 
scendants to all future generations, so far as we- 
can see, doomed tp the same state of degrada- 
tion. Mothers! what is the pearl of greatest, 
price in your daughter's characters ? What is it. 
you teach them, from the earliest infancy to val^ 
ue more than gold or silver, and which fills you 
with such unutterable anguish to see them depriv- 
ed of, by artifice or constraint? Would you not 
rather see them cold and silent in their graves 
than to have the sanctity of their virtue invaded 
by the unfeeling libertine ? Think then of the 
daughters of the slave mother. They are compel- 
led to submit without a murm»r,to the most unbri- 
dled passions of their masters, and we must sit 
by» with our lips sealed against all interference ! 
Oh, the woes^ and mberies of slavery I You must 
come and be one with us to know what they are I 
Can you not, will you not put forth every ener- 
gy to relieve us from a bondage worse than, 
death ? If nothing can be done for usy may we 
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indalge the hope, that our ehildren will, some 
, enjoy the blessings of freedom. I close with 
xliog you to ^* Remember them that are in 
iSf as bound with them.^ b. h. 

"mcfeacc, i?. /. 
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THE SOUTHERN MATROll. 

She stood within her courtly halls^ and with mi 

ternal pride, 
Gazed on the fair and joyous boy who sported b 

her side : 
Her face was marked with pensivenesSy^-^h 

deep blue of her eye 
Was shrouded by a veil of tears, like clouds uf 

on the sky. 

She heeded not the gentle breeze that bore apoi 

its wing. 
The grateful incense of the flowers that deck tb 

path of spring : 
The orange-bloom, the blushing rose, and tb 

magnolia's shade 
Are beautiful, — but not to those whose cherishei 

hopes are dead. 
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mind was dwelling with the past, — her sph- 

rit wandered back, 
when it trod in joyousness her childhood's 

sunny track ; 
recollection added on new links to memory's 

4^hain^ 
i stranger youth who won her love was by 

her side as then. 

bridal day rose bright and dear, bat ere its 
noon was gone, 

i storm-king in his anger came and darkness 
veiled the sun : 

It day had symboled forth her life ; — the sun- 
light smile of hope 

( passed, and grief with angry frown presents 
her bitter cup. ». 

/* ■■ 
) pearls that on her forehead lay, the g^s 

that deck her hair, 

but as dew-drops on the grave where sleep 

the young and fair : 

i roses that her bosom bear arc faded in ^heir 

Woom,-^ f-' 
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Fit emblems of the heart beoealh, its sad and 
early doom. 

Oh ! why have all the cherished hopes that to 

her life were given, 
Passed like the transitory glow upon the sunset |ki 

heaven T 
Why dimmed the brightness of her eye t—- why 

rests upon her brow 
That dark and fearful tracery, which tells of 

hidden woe. 

A princely mansion is her home, noble and fair 

to see,— 
Her boy is all a mother^s love could wish her 

child to be ; 
Iler husband is a shining star, a leader in tht 

land,— 
And at her beck, a thousand slaves await on h»r 

command. 

A thousand slaves! — the torturing thought upon 
her ever prest ; 

'Twas this that crushed her happiness^ — destroy- 
ed her spirit's rest. 
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in the home that she had left beside the 

Hadson^s wave, 
letty despot wields the whip nor breathes 

there there a slave. 

here had looked on woman's form, deep- 
seamed with many a gash, 

marked the warm blood following the brutal 
driver's lash ; 

tears of sympathy bad flowed, for those on 
whom the grasp 

avery's cold and bloody hand had fixed with 
death -like clasp. 

sick at heart, she longed to breathe an un- 
polluted air, 

seek a home where slavery might never 
venture near; 

re whips and fetters were unknown, and 
honest toil was not 

mark of slavish servitude and degradation 
thought. 

jgh man may battle with the world exulting 
in his mis:ht, 
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And in the hiirrieane of strife have trample 

on right ; 
Yel in the quietude of mora, and in the hu 

even, 
There comes to him a gentle voice^ — a me 

ger from heaven. 

And he, to whom her youthful heart had pk 

its virgin faith, 
Uad heard that voice al even-tide, and oi 

morning's breath ; 
And in the strength of woman's love, Fhe pi 

that he might be 
Led by the teachings of the truth to set his 1 

men firee. 

In a^r years I heard a tale of one of h€>i 

name. 
Who left the vallies of the South and u 

Hudson came :-— 
I sought him out,^— and with him found, k 

the dark blue eye ; 
The cloud had vanished from her brow,- 

darkness from her sky. 
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i husband of her love had freed his bondmen 
from their chain, 

1 round her household hearth the smile of 
gladness beamed again ; 

- days were full of blessedness: — and when 
the sunset shade 

n the smoothly shaven lawn and rippling wa- 
ters laid^ 

children gathered round her knee and heard 

with tearful eye 
s sorrows of the slave who toils in'hopeless 

nbisery; 
1* when the veil of darknto M) tipda' i^& 

Hndsbti's wave, 
mison of heart they prayed" for vSiW(,€r and 

for slave.' 
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A CONTRAST 



The SlAT-e and FreeinMi« 



BT SABAH A. CHAOB. 



The Frbbman.-^A man may own himself— 
no one may claim him as his ; his will none hu- 
man may have power to stay. He may walk, 
run, or stand,— work or be idle, — follow what* 
soever he will. Whatever he does, or whatever 
he does not, he is still his own man ; no one has 
the right to coerce him. None may bid him-; 
for is he not master too 1 

Such a man is free ; but not the true Freeman. 
He owns unshackled limbs — and 'tis well, but 
does he own an unshackled soul ? The pure, un- 
fearing sout makes its possessor free. The tru- 
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\y freed does the thing he sees to be done now, 
with reference only to the Divine impulsion. 
Circumstance, nor time, nor place, can bind, or 
limit, or swerve him. The greater his con- 
ception OF liberty, the greater 18 THAT 

LIBERTY. He sees the right and presses on. 
His faith dims the past and illumines the future. 
The consequences that do so enslave men's per- 
ceptions of truth, he sees, as sequences that will 
partake of good, inasmuch as the promptings to 
the first act are divine. The present is enough 
for him. It is all that he has, and he desires no 
more. He knows that his duty is to use it right- 
ly, never fearing but that the work of the next 
moment will be plainly discerned. He speaks 
out that which is given him to say, be it by word 
or deed ; though legions stand ready to annihi- 
late him, could they with their littleness. The 
chains of custom and of sense — the law of this 
world, fades away and is no more seen, before 
the light that radiates from the central sun into 
his soul. An entire willingness is the law of his 
spirit ; and peace comes as the morning sun, 
with its life-rays, to warm its germinating bulbs 
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of truths into flowers of pereanial beaatj— tint U 
no blight can touch, no tempeat uproot. Min p 
can nerer move him to deny his high hope* 
Words are powerless before the language of spirit, h 
He is servant of troth alone, and that will gui4e y 
him into heaven. He needs no outward foriQ, 
no church, no state, to tell him whithjer^ for he 
sees the wajr and end, better than the slavish 
Priest who has tomes for his God, and the worid 
for an oracle ; or he who is warped by worldli* 
ness from a godlike image, into a machinoi thst 
he may l^e the world's slave, and have no soul 
to question its right of mastership. He who Uhs 
is a Freeman, for lif^ is truth ; and tbotb m* 
UBBRTT. He is beyond all conventional ruleSi 
taking the inspiration from on high to be moi^ 
worthy than the imperfect though|t of man. He 
is individual, though kin to all soul. He does 
not grow old ; for to him time is not. The world 
is a mere speck, receding — lost. God is his life, 
Immortality his aim, Eternity his time. 

Thb SLAVE.-^There are fetters forging,—* 
there are manacles fastened, — there are stripes 
given. Man is made a thing, and his birthright 
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f liberty sold to the lust of gain. His afTections 
re brutalized^ his form bowed, his soul that can 
nlj lire by breathing freedom, is dying. His 
ody is called another's ; and volition is denied 
im. 

He is a slave; But he is not the greatest. 
le who is slave to himself is a greater; for 
'6 may exercise a more hopeless tyranny over 
Qrselves, than another can over us. Let dark 
aasion, and unholy will, be conquerors in any 
truggle of a soul for truth; and wo to that soul's 
eeborn nature ! He who has bowed to w6rld* 
ness has more of the slavish spirit than the poor 
3uthern negro. He acts thus and so because 
. is the custom ! He turns from truth to error 
ecause he dare not face a new road, fearing it 
lay have no end — seeing not how glorious is 
ternity ! I care not who, or what, may be 
lave-holder, — if it be man or man's dogma that 
ethers, and teaches, instead of the free spirit of 
Hvinity, the taught is a degraded slave. He 
lay not feel it now ; for the spirit can be so 
rushed and mangled, as to forget its original 
eauty, and active strength ; but this makes him 
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only the more degraded. He who is not him- 
self, but fashioned according to the world's idea, 
can nowhere find freedom. He does not recog- 
nise it by faith — the spiritual sight, and bow can 
he find that he does not at all see ? Such a slave 
knows life only as a long bondage to passion and 
the world's opinion — time and circumstance. 
Under the lash of a more iron-hearted task-mas- 
ter than ever stood over southern slave — he toils 
for rest and pleasure and finds 'tis but a false 
hoper-a desert mirage. He looks to man for 
his faith and forgets the obiquity of the Divine. 
He thinketh God afar ofl^ practically deeming 
that He lived but in olden time, and that he can 
receive truth only by tradition ; and with the 
modifications of expositors. He need drag no 
visible chain, for by the seeing spirit the inward 
fetter is quickly discerned. His life is made death; 
for the attributes of a living spirit are smother- 
ed till they become extinct. Gain, gain is his cry 
— and of what? Of gold that, mothlike, eats out 
the heart? of fame that lasteth an hour ?— -of 
pleasures that perish in the getting ! It is oo gain 
— but the deepest, darkest loss. The life, that 
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uld be like nM Ragle's, free ; and like an ea- 
s soaring, is like an eaglets only in its rapac- 
'. His soul is losing every lineament of its 
uriiy. The rust of the world is corroding it 
. soon it shall become but a canker-spot of the 
rit of Evil. 

Vould he die to this ignominy and have a re- 
rection to a higher life, he must cast off the 
lingness to drudge — for his soul is becoming 
strifaction, while he is content to be a slave, 
must attest his son-ship to God, by breaking 
ry bond that holds him to shadows, and by 
filing only in the Head. His hope that looks 
nistily forth, must raise its heavy eye-lids and 
i far into the inner heaven of clearness, where 
lay behold God sitting alone. He shall then 
w that He is omnipresent, giving alway to 
true soul. 

rovidence, R. /. 
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IiINC», 



BT MARY I. GOVS. 



** H« 11 i|i« frMnmn wkom Um truth makes ftee , aoi 
til tr« iliTM bMid*.*^ 



Foul Slavery hath spread its blighting cnrse 
Broad as the human race — as broad as sin — 
Man, doomed to dark oblivion here, toils on — 
The fair and sunny south has done the deed 
lias blotted out the mind — the soul — and then 

exults 
Her victims do not feel ; or even know 
Their sad estate. We of the North behold 
Their sin, their tyranny, and speak in tones 
Of horror of their deeds ! But who may cry 
Aloud, nor spare an erring brother's fault ? 
The BRETHRBN. They ARE MEN. The right 

of speech 



A 
I 



: 
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^lone is theirs. So have the brotherhood 
Decreed. Woman may never speak the truth, 
[n love — and why ? Because she is a wo- 
man ! 
*' Break evert yoke ; and let the oppressed go 

free !" 
Thus runs the text. Bat shackle every soul 
That wears a female form. Thus, it is read. 
Then boast we are more holy than the South ! 
Such boast is moclTery ! — Fredom with us 
[s but an empty sound — a word — a name I 
Worcester f Mms, 
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THE INSTINCT OF CHILDHOOD. 



BT JOHV HIAL. 



A BEAUTIFUL child Stood near a large ope 
window. I'he window was completely overshac 
owed with wild-grape and blossoming hone; 
suckle, and the drooping branches of a prodij 
ious elm — the largest and handsomest you en 
saw. The child was leaning forward, with ha 
open mouth and thoughtful eyes, and looking u 
into the firmament of green leaves, forever \ 
play, that appeared to overhang the whole neigl 
borhood ; and her loose bright hair as it broke ; 
way in the cheerful morning wind, glittered lili 
stray sunshines among the branches and blossomi 

Just underneath her feet and almost withi 
reach of her little hand, swung a large and prei 
tily contrived bird-cage — all open to the sky 
The broad plentiful grape leaves lay upon it i 
heaps— the morning wind blew pleasantly throug 
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mt, making the very music that birds and children 
love best — and the delicate branches of the droop- 
ing elm swept over it — and the glow of blossom- 
ing herbage round about, fell with a sort of shad- 
T>wy lustre upon the basin of bright water, and 
Ihe floor of glittering river sand, within the cage. 
"Well, if ever P* said the child; and then 
«he stooped and pulled away the tilling branches 
and looked into the cage; and then her lips be- 
gan to tremble and her soft eyes almost filled 
with .tears. 

Within the cage was the mother bird, flutter- 
ing and whistling — not cheerfully but mournfully 
— and beating herself to death against the deli< 
cate wires : and three little bits of birds watch- 
ing her, open-mouthed, and trying to follow her 
from perch to perch, as she opened and shut her 
golden wings, like sudden flashes of sunshine, 
and darted hither and thither as if hunted by 
something invisible — a snake in the grass, or a 
bird of prey perhaps — or a cat foraging in the 
shrubbery. 

" There, now ! — there you go again ! you lit- 
tle foolish thing, you ! Why what is the matter 
with you ? Ishould be ashamed of myself! I 
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should 80 ! Hav'ct we bought the prettiest cage 
in the world for you 7 Hav*nt you enough to 
eat and the best that could be had for Iotb or 
money — sponge cake — loaf sugar — and all sorts 
of seeds ? Did'nt father pqt up a little nest for 
you with his own hands ; and hav'nt I watched 
over you — ^you little ungrateful thing I — till the 
eggs they put there had all turned to birds — littlq 
live birds, no bigger than grasshoppers, an4 so 
noisy — ah, you can't think ! Just look at the 
beautiful clear water there — and the clean white 
sand — ^wbere do you think you could find sach 
water as that, or such a pretty glass dish— or 
such beautiful bright sand if we were to tak^yoa 
at your word and let you out with that little nest 
full of young ones to shift for yourselves, Aey 7" 

The door opened and a tall benevolent looking 
man stepped up to her side. 

*' Oh father Vm so glad you've come ! yi^hat 
do you think is the matter with poor little birdy.T'' 

The father looked down among the grass and 
shrubbery, and up into the top-branches, and 
then into the cage — the countenance of the poor 



girl growing more and more perplexed and more 
sorrowful every moment. 
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'* Well father — what is it ? — docs U see any 
thing V 

** No, my love — nothing to frighten her, but 
where is the father bird V* 

** He's in the other cage. He made saqh a 
to-do when the little birds began to chipper this 
morning that I was obliged to let him out ; and 
brother Bobby he frightened him into the oth- 
er cage and carried him off." 
Was that right my love ?" 
Why not father ? He would'nt be quiet 
here you know ; and what was I to do 1" 

'* But Moggy dear — these little birds may want 
their father to help feed them ; the poor mother 
bird may want him to help take care of them — 
Of to sing to her V 

Or perhaps to shew them how to fly father ?" 
Tes, dear. And to separate them just now 
— how would you like to have me carried off, 
and put into another house, leaving nobody at 
home but your mother to watch over you and" the 
rest of my little birds ?" 

The child grew more thoughtful. She look^d]- 
up into her father's face and appeared as if more 
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than hair disposed to ask a questioD— which 
might be a little out of place ; but she forbore, 
and after musing a few moments, went back to 
the original subject — 

" But father — what can be the matter with the 
poor thing ? — you see how she keeps flying about, 
and the little ones trying to follow her — and 
tumbling upon their noses — and toddling about 
as if they were tipsy, and could 'nt see straight" 

'* I am afraid she is getting discontented." 
'^Discontented! how can that be father! 
Uas'nt she her little ones about her, and e?ery 
thing on earth she can wish ? And then , yoa 
know — she never used to be so before." 

" When her mate was with her perhaps 1" 

** Yes father — and yet, now I think of itt the 
moment these little witches began to pee-peep, 
and tumble about so funny, the father and the 
mother both began to fly about the cage, as if 
they were crazy. What can be the reason 7 the 
water, you see, is cool and clear ; the sand all 
bright : they are out in the open air, with all 
the green leaves blowing about them ; their cage 
has been scoured with soap and sand^ the fouo- 
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lain filled, and the seed-box — and — and — I de- 
clare, I cannot think what ails them!" 

*^ My love — may it not be (he very things you 
speak of— things which you think ought to make 
them happy, are the very cause of all the trouble 
you see 7 The father and mother are separated! 
How can they te^ch their young to fly in that 
cage? how teach |hem to provide for them- 
selves f 

«* But father— dear father — !" laying her lit- 
tle hand upon the spring of the cage door — *' dear 
father I umild you ?'* 

'* And why not, my dear child V* And the 
father's eyes filled with tears, and he stooped 
and kissed the bright face upturned to his, and 
glowing as if illuminated with inward sunshine. 
•« Why not?'' 

'* I was only thinking father. If I should let 
them oat, who will feed them V 

'* Who feeds the young ravens, dear ? Who 
feeds the ten thousand little birds, that are jly- 
ing about us now t" 

" True^father; but they have never been im- 
prisoned you know, and have already learned to 
take care of themselves V* 
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The mother looked' ap and smiled. *^ Worthy 
of profound consideration my dear — I admit your 
plea , but have a care, lest yon may over-rate 
the danger, and the difficulty, in yoor unwilliDg- 
ness to part with your beautiful little birds.^ 

" Father" — and the little hand pressed npdi 
the spdng, and the door flew open^wide opeii ! 

" Stay my child ! What you do must be done 
thoughtfully— conscientiously, so that you may 
be satisfied with yourself hereafler, when it is all 
over. Shut the door a moment, and allow me 
to hear all your objections." 

'^ I was thinking, father about th^ cbld rains, 
and the Jong winters-^and how the pdor bU'dk 
that ha?e been so long confined would nef^t W 
able to find a place to sleep in, or water to Wast! 
iu, or seeds for their little ones." 

^' In our climate my love, the winter^ sfre very 
short : and the rainy seasonjtselfdbes not drive' 
the bird's away ; and then you know birds al. 
ways follow the sun — if our climate is too cold 
for them they have only to go farther south. Bot 
in a word niy love — you are to do as you would 
be done by. As you would not^likc to have nie 
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parated from your mother and you ; as you 
3uld not like to be imprisoned for life, though 
•ur cage were crammed with loaf sugar and 
onge cake— as you — -" 
<* That'll do father ! that's enough ! Brother 
)bby ! hither Bobby ! bring the little cage with 
m, there's a dear !" 

Brother Bobby sung out in reply — and after a 
oment or two of anxious enquiry, appeared at 
e window with the little cage. The prison 
ors were opened-— the father bird escaped-— the 
other bird followed, with a cry of joy — and then 
ime back and tolled her little ones forth among 
e bright green leaves. The children clapped 
eir hands in an extasy — and the father then 
II upon their necks and kissed them ; and the 
other who sat by sobbed over them both for a 
lole hour, as if her very heart would break ; 
id told all her neighbors the story with tears in 
;r eyes. 

* « • • * « « - 
"The ungrateful husscy ! What! after all 
at we have done for her ; giving her the best 
om we could spare — feeding her from our own 

D 
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table-*cIothing ber from oar own wardrobe— 
giYing ber ibe baodsomest and sbrewdesi feiiow 
for a busband witbin twenty miles of us— allow- 
ing tbem to live together till a cbi]d is born : 
and now, because we bave tbought proper to send 
bim away for a wbile, wbere be may earn his 
keep — now forsooth ! we are to find my lady dis- 
contented with ber situation." 

** Dear father!" 

'* Hush child !" 

''Ay discontented — ^that's the word — actually 
dissatisfied with her condition ! the jade ! — with 
the best of every thing to make ber happy ; confits 
and luxuries she could never dream of obtaining 
were she free to-morrow — and always contented, 
never presuming to be discontented till now." 

** And what does she complain of father V 

" Why my dear child, the unreasonable thing 
complains just because we have sent ber bus- 
band away to the other plantation for a few 
months : he was getting idle here, and might 
bave grown discontented too, if we had not pack- 
ed him off. And then instead of being happier, 
and more thankful — more thankful to her beav- 
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enly Father, for the gifl of a man child, Martha 
tells me that she just foand her crying over it, 
calling it a little slave and wishing the Lord 
would take it away from her — ^the ungrateful 
wench! when the death of that child would be 
two hundred dollars out of my pockety every cent 
of it!" 

'' After all we have done for her too I" sighed 
the mother. 

" I declare I have no patience with the jade !" 
continued the father. 

" Father— dear father !" 

"Be quiet Moggy 1 — don't teaze me now." 

" But father 1" and as she spoke, the child ran 
up to her father and drew him to the window, 
and threw back her sun-shiny tresses, and look- 
ed up into his eyes with the face of an angel, 
and pointed to the cage as it still hung at the win- 
dow, with the door wide open ! 

The father understood her — and colored to the 
eyes ; and then as if more than half ashamed of 
the weakness, bent over and kissed her forehead 
— smoothed down her silky hair — and told her 
she was a child now, and must not talk about 
such matters till she had grown older. 
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•• Why not father V* 

" Why not !— Why bless your little heart !— 
Suppose I were silly enough to open my doors 
and turn the poor thing adrift with her child at 
her breast — what would become of her ? Who 
would take care of her ? — who feed her V* 

** Who feeds the young ravens father 1 Who 
takes care of all the white mothers, and all the 
white babes we see ?" 

*' Yes child — but then — I know what you are 
thinking of ; but then— there's a mighty differ- 
ence let me tell you between a slave mother and 
a white mother — between a slave child and a 
white child.'' 

" Yes father." 

*' Don't interupt me : you drive every thing out 
of my head. What was I going to say ? — Oh — 
ah I-that in our long winters and cold rains, these 
poor things who have been brought up in our 
houses, and who know nothing about the anxie- 
ties of life, and have never learned to take care 
of themselves — and — a — a — " 

** Yes father ; but couUTnt they follow the sun 
too ? or go farther south ?" 

" And why not be happy here ?" 
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'* But father — dear father ? How can they 
*each their little ones to fly in a cage ?*' 

** Child you are getting troublesome !" 

" And how teach their young to provide for 
themselves, father?'' 

** Put the little imp to' bed, directly — do you 
tiear !" 

" Good night father ! good night mother — Do 

kS TOU WOULD BE DONE BY !" 

Portland^ Maine^ 1840.^ 



^D 
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TH1$ HOLY WAR- 



BY G. I. BURLIIGB. 



'* Let an abolitioniit come within the bordeni of Sooth- 
Carolina ; if we can catch him, we will trj hiiii| and 
notwithstanding aU the interfirence of all die govtrnmudt 
on earth, including this Federal government, wb wiu 
BARO him" Senator Prebtoh of S, C. 

« Slavery, at it exists with us, we deny to be an e?il, 
and we regard those who are now making war upon it, 
in any shape, or under any pretext, as furious fanatics, or 
knaves and hypocrites ; and we hereby promise them, 
upon all occasions, which may put them in our power, 
the fate of the pirate, ineendiary, and the midnight assas- 
sin.'* Citizens of Camden, S. C. 

<*The northern people will never saerifice their pres- 
ent lucrative trade with the South, so long as the Bive- 
ijfo of a few THOusAKDi ujUI prevent it.** 

Richmond Whig. 
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¥hy rtiges the South, mid her bright, sanny 
rills, 
Where the bondman, unheeding, is bent to 
the sod ? 
Vhy scowls the stern North, on her rock -seated 
hills. 
As the spirit of Freedom is moving abroad ? 
ih ! vainly they trust in their arrogant pride, 
L^tiey can turn back the Truth in her conquer- 
less tide, 
^hile onward she rushes majestic and free, 
jike the Amazon's wave, as it sweeps to the sea. 

jet them bind if they will, the swift clouds as 
they run — 
The storm-bolt — the whirlwind — ^the tempest 
of hail — 
Turn back the red light to its home in the sun — 
Stay the ruin that rides on the wing of the 
gale; 
But they never shall bind, with a tyrant's com- 
mand. 
The Spirit of Freedom gone forth in our land, 

3d 
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Or fetter the Truth, as she moves through 4hs 

world, 
With her hand to the sword, and her banner uih 

furled. 

The war cry of Liberty bursts on the ear : 

Her legioDR are charging with fetterless speed ; 

Yet not in the strength of the buckler and iqpear 

Or the prancing, in pride, of the iron-hoofe^ 

steed. 

The weapons of death are flung down to the sod. 

And the Truth in its pHreness, made mightj by 

God 
To trample the minions of error in dust. 
Is their van-guard — their rear-ward — their 
strength, and their trust. 

And shall the oppressor, uprising in wrath, 
Turn back that free spirit, fast hurrying forth. 

Like an angel from heaven on her merciful path, 
To raise the poor bondman now crushed to 
the earth ? 

O never I for lo tis the hand of the Lord, 

That guideth that Spirit unerring abroad. 
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HU antt that is stretched o'er the perishing slave. 
From the power of the cruel and haughty, to save. 

The hireling may prophecy falsely for gold. 
And the traitor turn back from the field of the 

fight ; 
The shepherd sleep on, with the wolf in the fold, 
While the watchmen of Zion tell naught of the 

night 
And the " chivalric Southrons" rise up to their 

aid, 
With halter and faggot, with rifle and blade ; 
But vainly are lust of dominion and pride, 
To check the strong impulse of freedom allied. 

Her course is resistless, her triumph decreed ; 
Though the priest and the levite pass by and 
are dumb, 

On her errand of mercy to man, she shall speed, 
Till the day of his perfect redemption hath 
come 

While the bjackneps of darkness, its banner, 
shtilt wave, 

And the *' damned howl the requiem" o'er Ty- 
ranny's grave. 
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And the last galliog ehaio on that terribk 
lo the breath of God's wrath shall be melted ; 
Plaii^idd, CL 1840. 



God made the will Free. Reverently re 
its Freedom* Hold all men, of every coloi 
and sex to be ^' without any hindrance e 
what arises from the nature of their own c 
tution ;" for nothing less than this is Free 
Let them be without any hindrance in sp 
Thought, and Action; This freedpm is 
them of God. Then shall the Divine Spi 
Freedom abide with you, and bless you. 

C. A. Grek 
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THE CHRISTli^N SLAYB EM ANCIPATCD. 



BT X. B. CBACX. 



" Among the fugitives reeeotlj arriTed, is an aged fe- 
male, come to embrace her long absent son. It may in- 
terest the friends of humanity in Fall River, Mass. to 
know that she is the nKHher of James Carrie, firom North 
Carolina."* 

LMar from Hiram Wilson, of ToroniOf U. C. 

And thou art safe, across the line ! 

Thou <* high-souled Carolina's daughter f 
Oh ! sure a nobler heart than thine, 

Was never borne o'er Erie's water. 

My heart rejoiceth over thee, 
Tea, in my bosom now it leapeth, 

*8ee ^'narrative of James Currie" published in the Lib. 
irator ofJan. 10, 1840. 
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And at the thought that thou art free 
From slavery's chain, mine eye now weepeth. 

'Twas thou, who, in thy early day 
Of love and hope in slavery cherished, 

Essayed to break thy chains away, 

With him for whom thou would have perished. 

But when, by cruelty betrayed, 
The iron on his neck was fastened, 

Thy search for liberty thou stayed. 
And freely into bondage hastened. 

'Twas thou, who, through the live-long day, 
Thy master^s slave, his human chattel, 

Toiled on thy hopeless, cheerless way, 
Ranked with his horses and his cattle ; 

At night, the mother and the wife, 

Thou sought thy home with footsteps weary 

For there were ties that sweeten life, 
And make e'en slavery less dreary. 

And labors there thy hands employ, 
For every loved one whom ihoujgrcelest. 
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And urged by motives pure and high, 
Thy night-toil was the best and sweetest. 

Yea, the dark, solemn, midnight hour, 
Oft toiling for thy children found thee, 

Sustained alone by lovers strong power, 

While the dim torch -light gleamed around 
thee. 

But far above all human praise, 

In Heaven's own book it stands recorded, 
The deed thy noblest worth displays, 

In Heaven alone 'twill be rewarded. 

Three little orphans were consigned 

By dying love to thy protection ; 
For even slavery cannot bind 

A mother's pure and strong afiectiou. 

Alas ! these babes, no master's care, 

When naked, clothed, when hungry, nour- 
ished ; 

No nurse from toil could avarice spare, 
Had they alone and suffering perished. 
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But thoUy heroic one, wast there, 

Thou much-end uriog, faithful-hearted. 

Though heavy burthens thou didst bear. 
And 'neath the goading lash oft smarted ; 

Thou took the friendless unto thee, 

With cheerful heart each want supplying, 

And needful rest by night or day, 
Thy scarred and toil-worn irame denying. 

The raiment, that, with toil severe. 
For thy own children thou provided, 

Without one hesitating fear, 

Was with the orphan babes divided. 

I blush to think how very few 

Of free New-England's happy daughters. 
Whose comforts, as the rivers flow, 

Whose blessings, as a flood of waters ; 

Would thus the Christian rule obey, 
Of kindness, love and self-denial. 

Ah ! surely, little learned have they. 
The utmost strength that springs from'tria}. 
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But thou hadst learned it ; and at last. 
When chilling age was creeping o'er thee, 

A look of anxious care thou cast 
Upon the path that lay before thee. 

Old aoe in sLAVEar — many a tale 
Of sad neglect, of lone hearts broken, 

Of wrongs would make the cheek turn pale, 
Had reached thine ear, in whispers spoken. 

Thy children had been sold away ; 

For thee, in slavery naught remaineth^ 
But misery from day t o day. 

While thy crushed heart its life sustaineth ! 

One child, thy eldest born had fled 

Where galling chains no longer bind him. 

And his free foot -steps safely tread 
Where keen-eyed slavery may not find him. 

Reviving hopes, which, many a year, 
In slavery's dark night had slumbered, 
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Now vfhis^^ted freedom in thine ear. 
And her pure, peacefnl blessings numbered. 

One struggle — and thy purpose high, 
Was fixed — and then it faultered nercr, 

Until thou bade, without a sigh, 
Farewell to slavery forever. 

And, 'ncath the ever-watchful care. 
Of Him who slumbereth not nor sleepeth. 

Thou didst escape through every snare, 
That slavery for its victims keepeth. 

No arm of flesh supported thee, 

Through the long journey thou hast taken, 
But, in thy efforts to be free, 

Thou wast not by thy God forsaken. 

And thou art free : no earthly power 
Again may cast the chain around thee ; 

A tyrant master's lash no more 
Shall goad, as when the fetter bound thee. 

But thy free lips shall sing the praise 

Of Him, who all thy life hath taught thee, 
And, in the fullness of thy days, 
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From slavery's blighted land bath brought 
thee. 

Thanks be to Him \ his holy word 
In tones of thunder hath been spoken ; 

O'er all the earth it will be heard. 
Till slafcery's latest link is broken. 
Patotutket, R. /., 1840 



B 
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TO A FUGITIVE. 



** SIbtm ■hall be deemed ekattds perwmud in the hand* 
of their ownen, to all inienta, conatiuctioaa,and purpet- 
es whataoeTer." Latos of StnOk^CarolinM. 



Heaven speed thee, *' chattel persoDal ! 

Thou looks so humcm now. 
We almost fancy we can trace 

Upon that daring brow. 
Something like Deity's impress, 
Despite of wrong and wretchedness. 

But this must be a notion sprung 

From abolition schools; 
A christian people could not use 

Their fellow-heirs as tools. 
Our statute-books enrol thee thing ; 
And pulpits quick the echo ring. 

But yet, erect, this thing moves on, 
Straight to the border line, 



»» 
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As instinct, or intelligence. 

Guided those Jimbs of thine. 
To seek a Monarches realm, and be 
From Democratic freedom free. 

We dare not, whether man or thing, 

Prevent thy goings forth. 
From thine own fair and suntoy land. 

To wilds amid the North. 
For subjects delicate like thee. 
Our southern brethren say, must be 

From " northern interference" safe. — 
So speed thee, human chattel ! 

The rights of masters we respect, 
And eke, their biped cattle, 

For all have been created free. 

Man, or things as the case may be. 

Full well have we this lesson learned, 
Though slow to take the boon 

That's proffered by the Duffie school. 
And echoed by Calhoun. 

We haste the evidence to give 

Nor touch thee, flying fugitive ! 



68 TO A FUaiTITS. 

Victoria's realm before thee now, 
In freedom's grandeur lies, 

Go ! breathe the air of liberty 

'Neath heaven's all equal skies. 

Strange to thy bounding heart will seem 

The leap that makes thee Man, 1 ween. 
North-Providence, R. L ^h mo. 25,1840. 
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THE WESTERN FOLD. 



AN ALLEGORY. 



BT FRAHCES HARRIET WHIPPLE. 



HE Lord of all the earth had manj sheep- 
; and he appointed unto himself mast^s, 
committed the care of the sheep into their 
Is: and, oftentimes, the Masters were op- 
live, and the shepherds were ravenous ; yet 
season did the great Lord of All suffer these 
^ to be ; for the Eye which could ^disting- 
the beginning from the end, «aw also, and 
pirit directed, the good of all. 
ie of these sheep«folds was upon an Island 
e great deep. Chalky cliffs protected its 
s, and green hills and pleasant valleys, and 
shing strcams/urnished abundance ot the fi- 

2e 
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nest pasture ; and the sheep thai dwelt withia its 
Dorders, though they were many, knew no want. 

And the Lion said, " I will be master of this 
great Fold." 

And the Lord said, *' The Lion is a noble and 
generous beast, Let it be even so.*' 

And the Lion ruled over the sheep-fold ; and 
chose himself Shepherds ; and they taught the 
flock to worship the Lord of All, with sacrifices, 
and with bended limbs ; and the form of their 
worship was written on the forest glades, and 
the green hills, and the running brooks : and they 
chanted their songs of praise morn and even, and 
knew no other worship. 

But, in time, arose other Shepherds; and they 
said the Lord should be worshipped with erect 
limbs, and with no form, or law^ve what is writ* 
ten in the heart ; and their only ritual should be 
the living spirit within. 

Then the Lion and his Shepherds, arose in 
great wrath, and smote the other Shepherds and 
took away their pastures, and the pleasant hills, 
and the cool grottoes, where they sheltered them- . 
selves from the scorching heat of mid day. And 
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the Shepherds faitited^ aiid the sheep were scat- 
tered abroad, and had no one to gather them. 

Then the Spirit of Freedom, beholding from 
afar, said, 'M will help them." And ete called 
the Shepherds together ; and when they looked 
upon the brightness of her face, they were com- 
forted, and listened to her with exceeding gteat 
joy, 

" Behold" said the Spirit : and she stood Upon 
the white clifi that bent high above the foaming 
sea which for ages without number ,hAd been fret- 
ting against its unshaken battlements; '^ beheld, 
yonder, far across the bosom of the waters, lies 
a country, of pastures so iHde arid so rich, that 
many sheep could not dbnsnme the fatness there- 
of. Go thither, and worship as* ye will. Ho 
thither and be free." 

And, with a shout of thanksgiving, the Shep- 
herds arose, and called the sheep; and they made 
themselves barques and went forth, they and th^ir 
flocks, to dare the perils of the great Deep. And 
the Lord of All beheld from his high throiie, and 
W9S pfeased. 

And. the Shepherds reached the Land of Prom* 

Se 
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Ue, they and their Flockd ; only a portion iain« 
ted and died by the way : and the ancient woods, 
and the lofly mountains, and all the gathering of 
mighty waters, heard the songs of the free wor- 
shipers, and repeated them with many glad eelh 
oes. 

Then from the depthsbf Chaos arose the Spirit 
of OPPRESSION, and said "Too long have I simn- 
bered. I must assert mine ancient sway. Be- 
hold, I will cause the heart of the panther that- 
never feareth, and the heart of the wolf that pity- 
eth not, to grow* within the bosom of many of 
these sheep ; and the Shepherds shall be rapa- 
cious as the pestilence that walketh at noon day.'' 
And the Lord of All suffefed it to be. 

Then those very Shepherds, and those Tory 
sheep, who had been persecuted themselTes, 
arose and persecuted otiiers— even their own 
brethren ; and they contended with each other - 
for days, and for seasons, and for divers ceremo- 
nies ; and for wearing the fleece shorn in cer- 
tain fashion : and the wolf and the panther, dwel* 
ling in the midst, even in the disguise of sheep, • 
fell upon the defenceless flocks, and tore then 
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asunder, and slew them ; and the smell of their 
blood polluted all the air — And the Spirit of 
Freedom beheld from afar off, and wept. 

Still the wolf and the panther wrought all ini- 
quity. And it came to pass they found in the 
pastures round about, other sheep, of a copper 
hue ; and though these sheep had given of their 
best pastures to the strangers, ^ey said, '* The 
Lord of All never made copper-colored sheep ! 
Behold, are not these the work of the Evil One ? 
Let us arise, then, and consume them.'* 

And when the Shepherds might have restrain- 
ed them, they would not; for they loved the 
smell of blood, and their throat was as an open 
sepulchre. So the white sheep arose and fell 
upon the copper-colored sheep, and slew them ; 
only a remnant fled, to other pastures, where, for 
a time, they were no more troubled. Then the 
Spirit of OPPRESSION, and the Spirit of violence, 
clapped their hands, and shouted for joy. And 
the Spirit of freedom was sad, but not quite 
disheartened, for her life was the breath of the 
Eternal ; yet was she exceeding sorrowful, and 
mourned for many days. 
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It came to pass that the Lion looked over 
watersy and beheld the Western Fold, and s 
** This is mine also for did not these Shephc 
'.nd these Sheep, go forth from my Fold ?" 4 
he sent messengers to gather up the fruits o{ 
Earth, and carry off the fatness of the pastu 

Then the Shepherds of the West called to 
Mountain Eagle ; and she stooped from her < 
zy eyrie and heard. Atid they said to the E^ 
" Behold the paw of the Lion is stretched t 
the waters to oppress us! Thou art strc 
Thou shalt rule over us and fight our battli 

And the Mountain Elagle, uttering a cry 
wild delight, after poising a laoment on 
strong pinions, fixed her eye oa the nnqueoc 
ble sun ; and rising in a majestic curve, soai 
away into the very drapery of Heaven. 

Then the Shepherds called- all the sheep 
gether into a high place, to publish before 
the Folds of the Earth their Declaration of I 
erty. And there they proclaimed that *^ 
sheep are created free and equal ,* that they 
by nature, endowed with certain inalienai 
RIGHTS, among which are MFE,LiBERTv,and t 



1 ''■ 
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pum^niT.OF HAPPINESS." Aod the Lion^afar off, 
mocked at the words. And as he drew near the 
soond of his roaring was very terrible ; and all the 
beasts of the wilderness fled in fear. But the 
Moantaio Eagle of Liberty was standing on her 
storm-consolidated tower whetting her beak, and 
sharpening her talons ! and she feared not; for she 
knew that a wing that could soar, with unabated 
streDgth, to the very doors of Heaven, and an eye 
that could drink unquailing the intensest beams 
of mid-day, were better than a foot and. a forehead 
bound to the Earth,. however strong they might 
be. But when she de9cended to the plain, the. 
Lion mocked her with words of scorn. 

Behold, they fight. The strife is terrible to 
the eye, and afflicting to the ear. When Strong, 
teareth Strong, then comes the direst war ! Be*, 
hold, the Conqueror of Conquerors is low !, The 
paw of the Lion is nerveless. His brow is pros- 
trated. His tongue licks the dust. But the. 
Eagle has soared away, with a scream of victo- . 
ry, as if the fight were but a vigorous recreation. 

Then the Spirit of Freedom was glad, and she 
said, ** Surely these Shepherds, aud their sheep, 
have been drinking of my spirit at new foun- 
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tains ! Behold, is not the heart of the wolf^ and 
the heart of the panther, gone forth of them; and 
since they hare declared the truth before all ihe 
Folds of the Elarth, t(hall they not abide hj their 
own words V* 

And the Spirit of Freedom brought a seed, 
which she had gathered from the bowete of pei^ 
feet being ; and she planted it. And it eprnng 
np, and grew, and became a mighty tree, mieh 
as was not known in all the Earth. And the 
branches thereof stretched from the Ocean that 
saw the rising sun, to the Deep that beheld Ihe 
going down thereof. And all^the floeka rested in 
its pleasant shadow, and knew no want. But 
when they saw that the pastures were rich and 
numerous; and mighty streams swept along 
through all their borders, spreading fatness there* 
in they grew proud. And the Shepherds, -and 
the sheep* communed among themselTes saying, 
<< The Lord of all the Earth is afar off. Behold, 
there is none to make us afraid. We are rioh. 
All the abundance of the land is ours. Why 
should we labor t Let us go forth to the Land 
of the Black Sheep, and gather thence our labors 
ers." 
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Tbeti the spirit of the wolf, and the panther, 
which had been quelled only for a time, qoick- 
ened again in the bosom of the sheep. And they 
aroae and went forth, and fell upon the black 
aheep, and slew many, and carried others away 
ccptire, with cries, and tears, from their little 
<me8, and their parents, and their brethren, and 
lU that they loved in the green pastures of their 
satirity ! Then the Spirits of oppression and 
■MORDBR' and ROBBBRT and WRONG beheld the 
-work, and clapped their hands, and ahouted fbr 
joy. But TRBEDOM moumed, as she kept watch 
in her strong battlements, lest she too should per- 
Ml fbrever. 

Then the black flocks went forth to gather 
ftiiit for their oppressors, with tears, and stripes, 
and groans which could not be uttered, and all 
itMonceiTable wrongs ; and their sweat, and their 
blood, made the soil rank with sin. And their 
nature was broken down , and their name was 
taken away ; and they were not called sheep any 
more. Then the wolf tore away their little ones 
RRd sold them to the panther, and the panther 
oast them back to the wolf, calling on the name 



78 TUB WESTERN FOLD. 

of FREEDOM, evGD. while the scourge, and the 
chain, created miseries of which the earth had 
never before dreamed. And the Shepherds whei 
they might have prevented these things, woold 
not ; for they said, ^ the flesh of these black 
sheep is wholesome ; their little ones, also, are 
savory and tender; and moreover, if we let these 
go shall we not have to labor ourselves V* and be* 
cause they loved the smell of blood, they rebuked 
not the murderers of the defenceless. Then the 
Oppressors stretched themselves at ease in the 
coolest shadows, and the Shepherds lay down by 
them rebuking not ; but themselves drtnkiog 
deepest, and feasting most luxuriantly, of the 
wine, and 6f the fruits of oppression — thinking 
not of the toiling victim ; but only of their own 
rich pastures — thinking not of the stricken, and 
the bleeding hearts; but only of their own goodly 
livings, which they held at the hands of the wolf 
and of the panther, — themselves more cruel than 
either. Still the victims toiled on -^unpaid— 'On* 
pitied — uucheered — to gather fruits they might 
never taste — to bring forth little ones — but to be 
torn away, and devoured openly— -with na com* 
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bit for the present— no hope for the future : and 
rs they wrought, unsheltered, through the burn-* 
ttg day, their deep sores, putrifying in the hot 
iim, made all the air offensive. But the Lord 
rf All beheld, though the Oppressor knew it not. 

Then arose a strong cry ; and a Spirit that 
iras called Reform, arose and went forth through 
be land. He rebuked the panther, and ihe wolf^ 
nd cried aloud to the Shepherds to deliver the 
'lock out of their hands. 

Then the wolf and the panther gnashed their 
)eth; and their fangs became red with the blood 
r those who were pleading for the down-trodden 
ad the dumb. Then the Shepherds cried, " It 

well." And they pointed to the Book of Life 
ad said, '< Is it not written there that such 
lings must be ? The Lord of All hath fixed 
le mark of his curse upon these ; for behold, 
« they not black ? Such is the color doomed 

stripes and servitude ! — such . is the color of 
ose who labor without wages, and eat not of the 
nit which their own hands have gathered in." 
The Spirit of Love, as she dwelt in the bo- 
rn of the Father, heard these things, and was 
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eiceediog aorrowfal. TewrSy purer and bri^ttir 
than the richest pearls of Ormuz, bedimmed Imt 
lovely eyes, wetting a cheek which was faunr 
than the softest blush of morning. She spoke; 
and the lyres of Heaven, which are ever respond* 
ing to the breezes of Eternity, were charmed in- 
to silence by the melody of her voice. 

" Father let me go forth, I pray thee ! Let 
me plead with these evil spirits '^ and, peradven- 
ture, they will hear me." 

The eye of the Eternal rested fondly oa bis 
child ; and he said, '* Qo, my daughter :" and 
borne upon the wings of the wind, she departed 
from his presence. 

Long, and affectionately, and earnestly, did the 
Spirit of Love plead with the Spirits of Evil; and 
many listened to her words, and turned from 
their evil ways to sin no more. But when the 
Shepherds heard her voice, and saw how the 
flocks were charmed into renewed kindness, they 
said among themselves, *' The sceptre is departr 
ing from our hands. Shall any thing that wears 
the female form presume to teach us ? or take the 
business of teaching, or the care of the sheep- 
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Md fi;oBi our bands ! Behold, hare we not Tub 
Book of the Law ? and are not we the rightful 
expounders thereof? Let us arise and dismiss 
her from our pastures !" Then they called on 
the Spirit of Love, and she answered, " Here 
amL" 

And the Shepherds cried aloud, ** Let thy voice 
be hushed forever !" 

And ^she answered, gently, but firmly, ^* O, 
Shepherds, if ye will not care for your own 
flocks, shall not I care for them ? and if ye will 
not shew them their transgression, shall I also 
forbear t for, behold, hath not my father sent 
meV 

And this Shepherds answered, " Hath not the 
Lord made the female form a sign of subjection ? 
Let not the weak presume to lead ; nor the ig- 
norant to teach. Behold, it is written in the 

BOOK !" 

. She replied, " Have I not a heart, and will it 
not feel ? and may it not speak to other hearts ? 
O, surely, if ye had any, ye would not enquire 
why I am gone forth, or chide me !*' 

Then they cried so much the more, '' Learn to 

F 
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keq> Silence ! or if thoo wouldst not be idle, lead 
forth the yoang lambs beside the still waters; 
and trim the bowers of Love in the gardens of 
Pleasnre 1^ Then they arose and smote her 
with one accord ; and if the essence of Uie E- 
temal had not lived within her, she had died. 

Faint, weary, and heart-strickeii, the Spirit 
OF Love closed her drooping pinions, by the 
gates of Paradise, just as the slanting beams 
from the Central Sun marked one of the chan- 
ges of Eternity. The golden ringlets that clus- 
tered round her lovely forehead, were dank with 
celd and heavy moisutre. Tear-drops stood in 
her beautiful eyes ; and her musical voice which 
had been wont to call forth the gladdest echoes 
among the vales of Paradise was mute. The 
Eternal beheld her, and his spirit melted with 
compassion. He bent and lifted her to his bo? 
9om. 

** What aileth thee, my daughter t" he said. 
*' Hath the siroc of the desert overtaken tjn^e t 
or have the cold vapors of Earth oppressed thee 
with the heaviness of sorrow ? Speak, my daugb- 
ter.^' 
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<'No, Father!" she said, '< it Is not the siroe ; 
ndr yet th^ pestilent vapor; but a spirit idoite 
deadly, more cmel,'} more anspairing than ei- 
ther ! Behold,the Shepherds whom thou hast set 
over the pastures, to keep thy flocks, have ceas- 
ed feeding the flock^ and feed only themselfes ; 
and when they saw the wolf and the panther en- 
tering among them and devouring (the flocks, 
they rebuked them not ; but they eat of the flesh 
and drink of the blood of their own flocks ! and, 
Father, &nitf far ike color of their face I and when 
they find a Mack sheep they . go about to day 
him ! Then they point to T»y Book, and say 
thy hand hath written it there. Are not these, 
O, Father unfaithful to their trust 1 Should such 
be placed to guard the sheep-folds of Zion, fm: 
did they not go forth from the caverns of the 
Etil One t Behold, when they heard my voice, 
they scourged me, and entreated me evil, and 
cast me forth.*' 

Then the Eternal wiped the tears from her 
eyes, and said, " Go forth again, my daughter. 
Behold, I have made thee a chief instrument 
in this great work. Fear not, for I will put into 
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thy mouth wisdom to answer the cunning — re- 
buke to arrest the sinner — hope to comfort the 
despairing ; and the Blessing of the Eternal shall 
envelope thee as with a transparent garment, let- 
tered with mystic characters — ^Thy sisters, 
Tauth and Justice, are already whispering, and 
thundering, through the nether world — Re9t thee J 
here awhile, my daughter ; then go forth. Thy I 

MISSION IS TO THE HEART. Bchold, I GITB TBBB 
POWER TO itEACH IT." 

Then the beautiful Spirit bowed herself before 
the Throne, and said, *' Father, thy . words are 
life ! I am strong. I live again. Suffer me to 
depart, even now; for I will not give rest to my 
feet till the work be accomplished." Then, 
stooping down, she bathed her forehead jn the 
Waters of Life, and went forth upon her mission : 
and when all of her own sex have received ber 
into their heart, and are imbued with her spirit, 
Oppression, and Wrong, and Violencb, shall 
no more be known, in all the Earth. 

Smithfiddy R. /. 1840. 
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I^AMBITT OP THE SLAVE BRIDEGROOMT. 



BT tOPBlA L. LITTLX. 



TbU if no fiction ; th« tbrillinc incident! adTtrttd to 
in tboM Ttraet took plooo loait time in the jtar 1830, and 
woro related in the Liberator at that tine. Far bejond 
tbe otmoet power of fiction, it tbat biitorj of real woe. 
Tbe witore of tbe parting— tbe'iafiectionate comniittal t» 
a beavenlj bepe— tbe iube eqaent paaion of grief, on the 
part of the ilavo bridegroom, iuffieientlj manifeet tbo 
iimplleity, tbe piety, tbe love and ti^e eloTatien of theee 
vnlbitttnate beinp. Poetry fiiili to do joetico to aooh 
ftelingi ; though the would fain record them to the hon- 
or •f the alavee, and to the inftunj of their opp r eiee te * 

MARiAMNB,my own; they have torn me from thee. 

The chains on my body, are weary to bear ; 
But the chains on my soul, are more cruel to me : 
They are forged by oppression, and linked by 
despair ! 

2r 
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I think of the night, when our labor was done. 
And the children of Jesus were gathered to 
pray; 
And oft time have 8tajed,till the light of the sun» 
To our toils, and our sorrows have called us 
away. 

Hariamne, my own ; there I loved thee the best, 

When thy soul was all melting in prayer to 

the Lord ; 

Or when thy full voice in rich murmurs express'd^ 

What heavenly joy on thy bosom was- poured! 

Then the stripe was forgotten ;^ the weight of 

the chain 

No longer corrodes ; while together we meet, 

And our wearisome tasks and our bondage of 

pain, 
Grew lighter. Oh Christ ! as we sat at thy feet ! 

Mariamne, my own ; though the white man may 

swear, 
Thou, dearest, art his^yet 'tis false: thou art 

mine ! 
Jesus gave thee to me in communion of prayer, 
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Add linked our true souls in a union divine : 
Thott ne'er shah be his, though thj form they 
enslave, 

That heart, that pure spirit, forever is free ! 
The finger of God on that heart shall engrave 

The vows of affection that bind thee to me ! 

Mariamne,my own ; when they forced me to yield: 

When they drove me from thee to the barque 
at the shore. 
Though I knew that my fate in this dark earth 
vrts sealed, 

Yet I felt that I only but loved thee the more. 
I fell on the deck, and I wished it niy grave. 

And sobbed in my passion and wildness of wo. 
While coolly they count on the price of the slave. 

And over the waters exultingly go ! 

Mariamne, my own ; in the height of my pain. 
Thy last, dearest words, came like music, to 
me : 
*' Bebved, the Lord shall unite us again— 
There's Love in yon Heaven, and freedom for 
thee !" 

3p 
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I gimr ■iiHH iiiiigii? tllHiiii^mhl as it came; 

The tomvliar %m$ flU troke oat with my 
ptofor. 
They qoenehed in mj IWMiy dMt fiery flame^ 

As if thy dear spirit vera horering there ! 

Mariamne, my own ; there are moments for us, 
More refreshing than night after toil in the 
sun — 
Sweet moments we snatch from our slavery's 
curse, 
When the Heaven we seek,' in our souls is 
begun — 
Oh ! then, when our God is so soothingly near. 
We shall pray for each other, and veep as ^e 

And my soul shall revive with the dew of thy tear, 
Though so far in the fields of the Southron 
away ! 

Mariamne, my own ; are thy dark eyes as sad. 

As when the last look at their beauty I gave T 
While my murmuring heart with its sorrows 
grew mad, 



k 
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And the chaio entered in to the heart of the 
8la?el • 

Is thy voice yet as tender,and mournful, my dove. 
As when thou didst speak of our union on 
high? 
And thy heavenly faith, and thy sorrowing love, 
Were brightening, and melting, at once in 
thine eye 7 

Mariamne, my own ; I do envy him not, 

The tyrant, who me from my young bride has 
sold) 
Though beauty and pleasure, be blent with his 
lot, 

The arrogant master of millions of gold — 
Thy affection, dear love, it was wealthier far ; 

No tyrant oppressor could rob me of this— 
Its nemory shines, as a pure guiding star ; 

My light to the land of unchangeable bliss. 

Mariamne,my sister ; my spouse ; fare thee well ; 

My sister in Jesus — the wife of my youth ; 
May the blessing of God with thy purity dwell ; 

Ever o'er thee His spirit of love and of truth ; 
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Since Jesus for us has on Calvary died— 
And our sins, through belief in His name, are 
forgiven, 
Let us look through the storm of affliction, my 
bride, 
To our home in the ekies — to our mansion in 
Heaven, 

Mariamne, my own ; when the Lord shall restore 

The one I have loved to my bosom again. 
The power of the white shall divide us no more ; 

No slavery is there with the clank of its chain ! 
These years of our anguish shall work for us yet, 

A joy, and a glory, exceedingly great ; 
These suns of our travail, as daily they set, 

Roll onward and onward our heavenly state ! 

Then again fare thee well, Mariamne^ my own I 
Yet only a while, a brief while fare thee well ! 
The time of the task, and the scourge and the 
groan, 
The torturing years that asunder we dwell — 
They soon will be past; yea, the moment will 
come 
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When caaght up to God and his glorious 
throne, 
Enwrapt in the light of our heavenly home 
Our spirits shall meet, Mariamne, my own ! 

Jfnopert, R, L 1840. 



Tauth is one, and though its different phases 
may not be published in their order to the intel- 
iect^yet the seeing eye will discern their unity. 

C. A. G. 
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Thb raddy beams of the low sanset, flow 

Upon the landscape ; and the langaid flowers 
Reflect the beauty of his crimson glow. 

And drink the spirit of the e?ening hoars. 
There the sweet mask-rose, and the li?ely pink. 

And the dear violet^ peeping meekly out. 
And that fair flower that loves the waters' brinki 

And throws such breathing fragrance all a- 
bout. 
There purple hyacinth and jasmine Tines, 

And pleasant mignonette, and roees pak ; 
And woodbine that around the trellis twinae. 

And the pure gentle lily of the vale ; 
A lovely sight I and then the happy hum 

Of the glad honey-bee, bound to the hive ! 
Oh ! pleasant rest that does with evening come 

To bees, and men, and every thing alive ! 
But discontent is here : the peevish drone, 
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The exile of the hi?e, lurks in yon tree. 
And thus in idle buzz, and sullen groan, 

Utters his angrj discontent to me : 
** I marvel much at my relation, 
And stand, in bee organization ! 
That I« a noble male, should be 
The subject of a female bee ! 
Surely, good friend, it ne*er was meant. 
That females should bear government I 
There's no such thing in all creation. 
But in our petty insect nation/' 

** And yet/' quoth I, *' you must allow. 
Id your 'small polity somehow ! 
A model of a state is seen. 
Though governed solely by a queen I 
Such industry ! so wise a plan I 
Te are a wonder unto man !" 

" A fig for that !" replied the drone, 
" They mmst let government alone. 
However wise, however just ! 
With bees, as men, males must be first! 
Regardful of the common weal. 
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We soon shall issae an appeal. 
Reduce them to a proper sphere. 
And reign the sovereigns of the year. 
If they remain with sway thus ample, 
Women will quote thbbi fob example^ 
To buckle up their late pretensions, 
To pass, from slavery's dimensions I 

* Nature' they'll cry, * give's as a plea I 
Behold the hive, and lady bee ! 

See with what reverence and love. 
Round her, her duteous subjects move ; 
How absolute a sway's here given. 
To females, from unerring Heaven ;^- 
And all to silence boastful man — 
What large success attends the plan — 
The picture of a perfect state 
In union strong, in labors great, 

* Oh, come,' they'll cry * proud man, and see 
The empire of the female Bee !' " 

" Your views, sir drone," isaid I, ** appear. 
Alarming, forcible, and clear; — 
Women are growing so ambitious 
Of doing good, — they'll soon be vicious- 
Dreaming, if they so much can do. 
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They have some skill to govern too. 

Society being out of joint, 

They^l think you bees a case in point ; 

And yet though you're a male, and wise. 

Yet here the difficulty lies ; 

If the Queen Bee resigns her claim, 

Your nature still remains the same ; 

From all your history has shown, 

A lazy, humming, sleeping drone." 

Favjtucktt, R. /., 1840. 
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THB SPHERE OF WOMAN. 



BT V. P. ROfilRl. 



It was the 2l8t of July 1840 — in the iiion 
ing — and as fair a morning as ever rose on ol 
Scotland — ^that I mounted the stage coach froi 
Melrose to Edinburgh. The scenery was as gl( 
rious as the morning was fair. Behind me la 
Melrose — above it towered The Eildon Hill 
cloven in three by the wizard caprice of Michai 
Scott — at their foot stood Melrose Abby in raini 
I had explored those ruins the night before froi 
sun-down to the latest northern twilight, whic 
in the high latitude of Scotland lasts till toward 
midnight. I explored them in company wit 
Wm. Lloyd Garrison. Not by moonlight, a 
bidden by the Great Magician whose verses u\ 
on them will outlast all but the laiiguage in whic 
they flow, and who sleeps hard by under the ruin 
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of Drjburgh — but in the more impressive Twi- 
light of the North. We had walked amid those 
wondrous ruins and trodden on Scotland's Kingly 
dead— where rest the He^rt of Bruce and the 
ashes of Michael Scott ; climbed to the top of the 
ivied towers and heard as we there mused upon 
the mighty past and the mighty Scottish pres^^, 
the ticking of the old Abbey clock and the bleat 
of the sheep, that had lain down from her feed- 
ing beneath those crumbling arches. 

It was no abatement of the interest of the mo- 
ment that I had beside me, in gentle coqtem- 
jdation, the moon of the moral agitation for Hu- 
man Liberty, that was shaking both of Elarth's 
Hemispheres, and who would be *' freshly r)3- 
membered^' when time should long ago have 
done his work on Scotland's monurnents of per- 
ishable stone. We were travelling from Lon- 
don baffled of '< Tk9 World's amvention^-^o 
glance at Scotland--i-and hold brief communion 
with some of her glorious spirits, and to draw 
free breath amid her mountains and Trosachs,af- 
ter a suflK)cation amid smoke and new organiza- 
tion in the subject capitol of England. 
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Among our fellow *^ outsides" was the Rever- 
end Doctor Burns of Paisley, near Glasgow. I 
fell into conversation with him as a stranger upon 
the scenery we were passing and some books we 
had of description of the interesting vales- 
streams — ruins &c. a traveller would like to visit 
in that romantic region. I dropped some com- 
parisons that led the Doctor to infer I was from 
America. Garrison was reading at the moment 
" Ti\e Guide to the Border," The Doctor in- 
quired among other things of the Colleges and 
Seminariesof America, and expressed his deep 
regret at the Unitarianism of the Old Cambridge 
University, and at the position of Yale and even 
Andover, both of which he had understood were 
inclining the same way and which I told him I 
had no doubt, from all I had heard of them, 
would eventually follow Harvard, — and that their 
Literature would devour their theology and their 
orthodoxy. The Doctor seemed a man of keen, 
Scottish intellect, and an acute and trained the- 
ologian. He went on to ask about the American 
clergy and of their position as to the anti-slavery 
question, in which he professed to have taken 
gr^t intcrcst,^c-and he expressed his astonish- 
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meat when I assured him the great body of the 
clergy and the mass of the visible church, our 
side the water, had gone against the abolitionists. 
He said he could not see how they could do this 
and be christians,— -or how they could thus dis- 
pose of the scripture that *' in Christ Jesus there 
were neither bond nor free." — I promptly con- 
curred with the Doctor and proceeded to say that 
the text from which he had quoted reminded me 
of the position of the late London Conference, 
which had excluded the delegated anti-slavery 
women from America in defiance of the scrip- 
ture, that *' in Christ Jesus there was neither 
male nor female.*^ The Doctor startled at this 
abrupt declaration. It was not unexpected by 
me — I anticipated it having seen on the label 
of the portmanteau before us the title of Doctor 
of Divinity, He startled at once — changed his 
mood and his countenance, and said that that 
was wholly a different matter, — that he entirely 
concurred in the decision of the conference, and 
regretted very deeply that the American ladies 
took it upon them to present themselves as dele- 
gates. It was highly improper for them to do so, 
•^altogether out of their sphere of action and con- 
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trary to all the distinctions that Ood, for wise par- 
poses, had established between the sexes — that 
God had clearly assigned the woman a subordi- 
nate spbere-^hat she was first in the transgres- 
sion and undoubtedly intended for a different sta- 
tion from man — that mixed assemblies were nn- 
suited to her delicacy of nature and constitutioQ, 
— that in going forward intothem she was trans- 
cending the bounds of modesty and delicacy, and 
that her [proper sphere seemed .to be rather at 
home among her domestic duties, which she would 
necessarily abandon by leaving her family affairs 
and coming into public assemblies, and that how- 
erer it might be in America it was entirely coa- 
trary to British usage and offensive to British sen- 
timent and feeling, &c. &c. &c. I thought the 
doctor would hardly allow himself to end at all— - 
or even breath to proceed — for he went on with 
a rapidity and perseverance that actually put me 
out of breath to hear him and seemed to put all 
possibility of reply entirely out of the question- 
he seemed to have a morbid apprehension of r«- 
plf;' — and to think he was every moment afford- 
ing occasion for it — for though he spoke with 
all the dogmatism becoming a masculine man and 
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1 Doctor of Divipity, he seemed to be of opiDion 
thit he had not yet put forth his unanswerabk 
argament — or his decisive dictum — So he kept 
accamulatiug on and I never witnessed such a 
pertinacious monopoly of the talk. All natural, 
all inevitable — ^The doctor was a gentleman and 
a scholar and all that — but he wsjb maintaining an 
indefuuibh position, and one that must not and 
okouid not be shaken. And he seemed to fear he 
should lose his own confidence in it and in his 
argument, if he paused long enough to breathe 
or to give his mind opportunity to weigh what he 
had said, much more if he should give, any body 
chance to reply. When his material powers got 
exhausted, long enough to admit an interference, 
I remarked that the American women were sent 
to London by the American abolitionists. That 
those abolitionists delegated them because they 
chose to — which must ever remain a sufficient 
answer to all questions as to the reason of their 
sending them. They sent them because it was 
their pleasure, and neither London Committees 
nor " British usage" had any competency to ques- 
tion the nature of the appointments, or the au- 

2g 
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thority of the delegates — beyond ascertaining 
the fact of appointment by an anti-slavery body. 
As to the matter of sex, it seemed to me^ I said, 
that like that of color it was immaterial wholly in 
an advocate for our common humanity. Every 
body, it seemed to me, had a right and was bound 
to plead for the enslaved of our race. That as to 
modesty and delicacy, people had different tastes. 
That in the first place I thought woman (as well 
as man) must decide for herself as to modesty 

• 

and delicacy. But if not, it seemed to me to 
comport quite as much with female delicacy 
for woman to sit with christian men in an assem«- 
bly for the great christian purpose of delivering 
enslaved humanity, as to sit with men who might 
not be christians, by the highways Of England, 
hammering up stone to mend the roads-or digging 
with men in the potatoe field — and for illustra- 
tion I pointed the doctor to a gang of women 1 
then beheld hoeing potatoes with men, side by 
side, in the field of some Scottish landlord. The 
doctor gave no heed to the illustration — I told 
him I could not postpone American rights or hu- 
man rights to British usage. That anti^slavery 
had no deference for usage,that its great business 
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was the overthrow of a usage of very loqg stand- 
ing — the USAGE OP sLAVEQOLDiNO — that I did 
not respect the feeling or sentiment of any peo* 
pie, who, under pretence of regard to female del' 
icftcy, could debar woman the right of opinion 
and of suffrage in the anti-slavery meeting, and 
at the same time doom her ta the servile and 
rude labors of the field — not her own field but the 
field of another. Quitting her domestic duties, 
I contended woman did as effectually, when she 
sat in the gallery as a spectator,as when she was 
deliberating and voting in Conference — while I 
denied that anti-slavery women did neglect their 
domestic duties &c. &c. &c. The doctor 
seemed no way affected by any of these things. 
He remained scandalized and shocked at the i* 
deaof woman's claiming a seat in the Convention. 
Garrison meantime had been interrupted in 
bis reading ; and as soon as I eould I transfer- 
red him the Doctor for the continuance of the 
disenssion. — In reply to some position he advan^ 
ced, the Doctor querbd with great animation, 
^' then you would put woman into the professor- 
ah^ of your universities and your iheologietd sem* 

3o 
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inaries?" ''No, said Garrison,— I would not 
put woman over theological seminaries or men 
either.— I would not have any theological semi- 
naries. Why ! what sentiments have we here^ 
said the Doctor, greatly horrified, — no theologi* 
cal seminaries I They are turning Unitarian in 
America, Doctor, said I. — It was an unwelcome 
interruption. — You would send them to Parlia- 
ment too, shouted the Doctor. No^ said Garri- 
son — because I would not send men there. — Not 
have parliaments neither, nor Congress neither^ I 
suppose 7 — ^None, said Garrison, I will have none 
—others may and 1 will submit to it, — but I will 
have no hand in a Congress or a Parliament 
Christianity [has nothing to do with either of 
them. — ^It will dispense with them both, only give 
It effect, — Ye'll have women commanding ar- 
mies too said the Doctor, triumphantly— com- 
manding in the field I No said Garrison — no 
women in the field, commanding armie8,-^nor 
men either — no armies — no military, no blood- 
shed — no violence — no physical force, ofiensiTe 
or defensive — Christianity will down with the 
whole of it. WeU, I am shocked with such senti- 
ments^ said the Doctor; — and I'm sorry your ab- 
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olition Society has sent over such naen as dele- 
gates^ — I'm sure I hope ye hav'nt many with such 
sentiments in America. — Not many said Garri- 
son, — only a few. — I hope so, said the Doctor^ 
I'm sure.— What would you do said Garrison^ if 
the Americans should come over and invade Bri- 
tain or assault Nova Scotia to get possession of 
the disputed territory, — ^What would I do— shoot 
them all down, said the Doctor — would I not, in 
defence of my country 7 Doubtless you would, 
said 6arrison,-^but no disciple of Christ can 
shoot down an enemy. — I would like to write 
over to America— *8aid the Doctor — I have cor- 
respondents there, and tell them what sort of per- 
sons they are delegating among us. — I would 
like to know the names I am to mention. — ^Well 
then, said Garrison, you may write them that 
William Lloyd Garrison advocates in Scotland 
the infamous principles taught by the impostor in 
the New Testament, that you must love your en-^ 
emies, forgive them that hate and injure you, and 
pray for them that persecute you, and if a man 
smite thee on the one cheek, turn the other, &tC. 
^c. — ^Mr. Garrison — said the Doctor — ^indeed I 
am happy to see you — I have heard of you much 
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and of your great services in the cause of human- 
ity — and have always mentioned your name with 
the greatest respect, for your distinguished devo- 
tion to the great cause of emancipation in Amer- 
ca and throughout the world. No man has a 
higher sense of your eminent character. 
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Thovoh the skies are above me all radiant with light. 
The mora and the stars keeping wtteb o'er the night ; — 
Tbo' the breeze fans mj forehead, whose feverish beat 
Is cool'd by its freshness, and soothed by its sweet* 
And the breath of the flowers comes as balmy to me 
As the gales can e'er waft to the happy and free;— 

Tbo* the earth sleeps in beauty, its tranquil repose 
But deepens my anguish and sharpens my woes. 
The light of the skies and the breeze wake in me 
A burning desire — O ! it is to be free ! 
But long e'er that freedom shall come to the slave 
How still will my home be— the home of the grave. 
• ••««• « * « 
Then I welcome thee, death ! for thou bringest with tfate 
A peaceful repose ; Where the captive is free. 
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THE SliAVC'S DESIRE FOR FREEDOM. 



BT WILUAH CHACX. 

Some little time since, I had a conversation 
with a friend who resides at the South, the sub- 
stance of which is here related. 

The friend of irtuMn I speak, was, at first, ra- 
ther loth to communicate with me, upon the sub- 
ject. 

[ enquired of him if he had become a slave- 
holder. He answered, '* No,'* How then do 
you carry on your business ? "I hire,'' said 
he^ " six of the noblest boys that ever worked 
for me any where. I work with them, and we 
make a show of what we do, every day, I assure 
you." Do you pay them for their work ? " No ; 
I pay their owner." 

Do .you feel right in withholding from the 
'real laborer his earnings, and paying them to one 
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who never rendered you any service ? ** Why 
that is the custom of the country you know ; and 
I have to fall in with it, if it does not exactly suit 
me. I use them well, however, in regard to food 
6lc" Do you ever converse with your boys 
as you call them upon any subject ? ** No, on-< 
ly as respects labor and other service, that would 
not do at all." Do they ever express any wish 
for their liberty ? *' No, they dare not do that, 
to their Master, or driver ; they would be pnn- 
ished severely as an example to the others." Do 
you not suppose, that they sometimes talk with 
each other about their condition? "They may 
occasionally, but, if they are overheard, nothing 
Willi excuse them, short of a bloody back, or they 
may be sold to some far off pltotation." But 
you, being a Northern man, and always, when 
here, having been accustomed to be with your 
men, must have some constraint over yourself, 
or you must have altered materially since going 
to the Southern States to reside ? ''I suppose 
I have, as I find a kmd of slavery i$ not a land 
of liberty by any means ; and 1 imist alter as 
society and customs alter." But do yo<i not 
sometimes forget yourself and give the slaves 



THC slate's desire FOE ntBEDOM. 109 

liberty to ask you questions, that they dare 
not ask of any one else ? '* Why yes I suppose 
I do and it is difficult for me to carry that stern 
look, and to use the commanding tone of voice 
to which they are accustomed/' 

After considerable conversation, in which my 
friend appeared unwilling entirely to expose the 
true state of things he at length said, ** Since I 
have talked so far I will relate a circumstance 
that surprised me much at the time, as I did not 
suppose the slaves ever thought of their condition. 
This circumstance will show that there is one 
way in which you abolitionists may do some 
good, and that if your enterprise is stopped, and 
the slaves learn that you are put down they will 
immediately rise and butcher all who come in 
their way. 

'< I was at work one day some distance from 
our quarters, with my ' boys/ when one of them 
nearest to me said — ' Massa you very kind.' 
* Yes John,' said I — * I mean to be as long as 
you do well.' ' Thankee massa. If massa 
would'nt be angry should like to know where 
Boston is — do they go through England to go to 
Boston V < Where did ever hear about Boston, 
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boy V ' We hear about it sometimes. Should 
like to ask massa if white people way there,' 
pointing to the north — * be the friends of the 
slave and will make them free ?' ^ Who has 
been telJing you such stuff John?' said I. * You 
do'nt want to go there ; you will freeze* in the 
winter.' ' That may be massa, but the free men 
live there though. His wife and children all 
free — ^should like to go massa ; free man is what 
I want.' I ordered him to say no more about it 
and attend to his work which he immediately o- 
beyed. After the completion of the day's work, 
and on our return he stepped up to me again, 
and in so humble and entreating a manner that 
I could not refuse him, and listened to what he 
had to say. ^ If/ said he ' Massa would say one 
thing we would always do well — never go in the 
night to great swamp any more*— never run away 
— would be willing to be a slave a long time, if 
massa could say we sometime be free.' ' How 
could you take care of yourself — when you had 
no massa to take care of you/ said I. ^ I think I 

'^^The negroes assemble in tbo swamps to talk about 
insurroction. 
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1 could do that very well : just let me try xnassa^ 
and see what I could do.' I saw I had been 
imprudent in suffering the conversation at all; 
but to say to him and his comrades who were 
all listening, that I thought they were doomed 
to perpetual servitude, with no hope to cheer 
them was more than I could utter. I therefore 
frankly told them, I thought they would be free 
in a few years. When I pronounced these 
words, they all shouted with one voice, * Thank- 
ee Massa — thankee Massa — God bless Massa — 
that is too good — we too happy — then we be 
free. Wife free— children free — all free.' They 
jumped-^iaid down — rolled over — sprang up — 
clapped their hands — shouted, Thank God — 
thank Massa — we feel now as if we wanted to 
do every thing : work hard all day — do all we 
can.' As we had got near home, I sent them 
in different directions to do some necessary 
chores and left them jR>r the night. ^' 
Providence, 1840. 
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SONWfiT, 

IN MEMORY OF ELIZABETH HEYRICK. 

BT ANNS WARRKV WISTOV. 

Thine was a name unnoted and obscure, 

In regal bowers and costly halls unknown ; 
Yet shall its blessed memory endure 
When the bright sceptre, and the jewel'd 

crown, 
Have to forgetfulness and dust gone down. 
Thy prophet glance, undimmed by worldly fear 
As in a mirror, saw the future clear ; 

And thou didst dare, despite the oppressor's 
frown. 
To say, *^ Give freedom to the bondman 11010 / 
"Now from his hand unloose the heavy chain, 
*^ Nor let the curse another hour remain ' 
*' To crush his soul and stamp with shame his 
brow !" 
Wherever Truth her conquering course shall 

hold, 
This blest memorial shall of t^ee be told. 
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